HUMILIATION

and covered with fish-scales (though ready and eager to
wash) and presented ourselves for breakfast at the
nearest hotel. Foreigners were apparently in charge;
pressed white flannels and yachting caps were every-
where in evidence; we were told there was no breakfast
going. When the leader of the party made his presence
felt and began talking about the laws (he had recently
been a legislator) there were rapid conferences, and in
the end a compromise was reached: we were given our
bacon and eggs, but a screen was put round us (for we
had really been sailing) in order that the people with
yachting caps should not be contaminated. I did not
want that sort of thing, as I was alone and unsupported,
to be repeated at Bath. So I went to a humble middle-
class hotel, discarded my superfluities in a bedroom, and
dined on tomato soup, turbot, roast mutton and prunes
and custard. Then I explored the hotel.

There was a large drawing-room with some ladies
steadily knitting, but not smoking. I went down a pass-
age and found a small lounge with some commercial
travellers in it. It was only nine; why not go out? I got
my hat, went to the parapet by the bridge, and looked at
the weir in the twilight, turned round by the Abbey and
aimlessly examined some second-hand furniture shops
and then, somewhere at the back, found myself outside a
cosy-looking tavern. I went in.

A plump landlady was sitting and sewing behind the
bar. A clock ticked. A forlorn dart-board gazed on
clean sawdust. I went up to the counter and ordered a
pint of beer. The landlady gave me an old friend's
smile and, as she was drawing it, said, "You'll be glad to
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